embarked on our journey. Everybody was talking at once,
the wine was flowing, the food was being replenished, the
sun which had been veiled came out strong, the boat was
rocking gently, the war was on but forgotten, the sea was
there but the shore too, the goats were clambering about,
the lemon groves were in sightand the madness which is
in their fragrance had already -seized us and drawn us
tightly together in a frenzy of self-surrender.
I don't know which affected me more deeply—the story
of the lemon groves just opposite us or the sight of Poros
itself when suddenly J realized that we were sailing
through the streets. If there is one dream which I like
above all others it is that of sailing on land. Coming into
Poros gives the illusion of the deep dream. Suddenly the
land converges on all sides and the boat is squeezed into
a narrow strait from which there seems to be no egress.
The men and wpmen of Poros are hanging out of the
windows, just above your head. You pull in right under
their friendly nostrils, as though for a shave and hair cut
en route. The loungers on the quay are walking with the
same speed as the boat 5 they can walk faster than the
boat if they choose to quicken their pace. The island re-
volves in cubistic planes, one'of walls and windows, one
of rocks and goats, one of stiff-blown trees and shrubs,
and so on. Yonder, where the mainland curves like a
whip, Be the wild lemon groves and there in the Spring -
young and old go mad from the fragrance of sap and
blossom. You enter the harbor of Poros swaying and
swirling, a gentle idiot tossed about amidst masts and
nets, in a world which only the painter knows and which
he has made live again because like you, when he first
saw this world, he was drunk and happy and care-free.
To sail slowly through the streets of Poros is to recapture
the joy of passing through the neck of the womb. It is a
joy too deep almost to be remembered. It is a kind of

